40  THE CUTTING OF AN AGATE
in Ireland. One thought often possessed
me very strongly. New from the influ-
ence, mainly the personal influence, of
William Morris, I dreamed of enlarging
Irish hate, till we had come to hate with
a passion of patriotism what Morris and
Ruskin hated. Mitchell had already all
but poured some of that hate drawn from
Carlyle, who had it of an earlier and, as I
think, cruder sort, into the blood of Ireland,
and were we not a poor nation with ancient
courage, unblackened fields and a barbar-
ous gift of self- sacrifice ? Ruskin and
Morris had spent themselves in vain be-
cause they had found no passion to harness
to their thought, but here were unwasted
passion and precedents in the popular
memory for every needed thought and
action. Perhaps, too, it would be possible
to find in that new philosophy of spiritism
coming to a seeming climax in the work of
Frederic Myers, and in the investigations
of uncounted obscure persons, what could
change the country spiritism into a reasoned
belief that would put its might into all
the rest. A new belief seemed coming that
could be so simple and demonstrable and
above all so mixed into the common scenery